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Obsession 


Author's Notes: 
For the reluctant | challenge. 100 words, two I/me/my/we/us-es. This kicked my ass and I\'m not sure I\'m 


happy with it.but | did it. 


Longing races like fire would through veins if blood were gasoline. Consuming, destroying, so sharp breathing is 
almost impossible. Breathing would be a bad idea, anyway - fire thrives on oxygen, and any more of that 


desperate flame would be truly intolerable. 


He fans the flames, whether knowingly or not there's no telling. The way his tongue flashes across his lips 
between thoughts, the way his voice drops when he says "David" like he knows how violently the flames flare 
up at the sound of that extra husk - every time the pain sinks to a manageable discomfort he does it again 
and this is torture. 


He swings his hips when he walks - does he even know he does it? Murder, every step is fucking murder but 
there's no looking away. It's a big room, lots of steps, every step is mesmerizing. He has to be doing this on 


purpose, has to know. There's no way he could inflict this much pain accidentally. He knows every swing is like a 


blade in a million spots at once, he knows what the husk of his voice and the way his hair frames his face and 


that little flicker of tongue as he talks does, and he keeps doing it. Bastard. 


No. He doesn't know, he has no idea. How the fuck could he? He's oblivious, adorably oblivious, adorably painfully 
completely oblivious to the effect he has. Bastard. 


And there he is across the table, and he's talking and it might be important but lips and tongue and there go 
the flames. 


"David?" 

Shit. "Uh. Yeah?" 

"You're not listening are you?" 

"No." 

"Awesome." 

And then there it is - the solution Tell him. Tell him and there goes the forbidden desire crap and the 
desperate longing and the fire and the pain If he knows, he'll address it, he'll handle it, he'll make everything go 
away. He always does. 


"| love you." 


There it is, out in the open. Swirling in the air, drifting across the table. He doesn't hear it so much as absorb 


it, his brow furrowing and dammit that shouldn't be that attractive. 
"Huh." 

"Yeah. Um. Yeah." 

And without another word he gets up and walks out and what the fuck. 


Three weeks. Three weeks without a word more than necessary, a sideways glance, any acknowledgment from 
Jon. It's isolation, torture, the sharpest fucking pain possible. 


The fire rages, but now it simply melts the ice coating the veins it once simply tried to destroy. Before, there 
was a limit - there's only so much body to destroy, and when that's gone the fire dies. Now..it's ice, and fire, 


and ice, and fire, and there's no fucking end. 


And sometimes there's an extra swing in his hips, and this time he knows what he's doing, he actually fucking 
enjoys the way he fans those fucking flames. It's sickening and painful and there's no looking away, never any 


looking away. 


He says "David," and his voice thickens and deepens and there's a million new layers there and he's doing it on 
purpose and fuck. Just..fuck. 


This wasn't supposed to happen. He was supposed to turn right around and fix everything, make it better, make 
it stop hurting. That was his job, he was - no. Stop it. 


He had no reason to fix a damn thing. He wasn't hurting, he didn't even know, and it's clear whose goddamn 
fault this is and exactly who fucked up here. This is stupid, the whole thing is stupid and obsessive and insane 
and when the fuck did this happen? How the fuck did it get this far? 


He throws his head back and laughs, and the line of his jaw curve of his throat sound of his voice are death. 


Death in a pretty package. Death in a tight lean firm laughing body. And that's not even fair 


The ice thickens and the fire rages and he stands up, walks over, and leans down. Close, so close, eyes burning 
holes in my skull and he licks his lips and ice and fire and lips and teeth and tongue and - 


"Stop looking at me like that, you fucking pervert." 
"Uh." 
"Seriously. Its fucking creepy." 


And there it is. And he stands up, and walks away, and thats all. Show's over. Except there's the ice..and the 


fire..and its never fucking over. 


